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yards of him, and then leaping head foremost, he pierced
the wave in a horizontal direction with the agility and
confidence of a dolphin. We had scarcely lost sight of
his feet, as he shot through the heart of the wave, when
such a dash took place as must have crushed him to
pieces had he stuck by his catamaran, which was
whisked, instantly afterwards, by a kind of somerset,
completely out of the water by its rebounding off the
sand bank. On casting our eyes beyond the surf, we
felt much relieved by seeing our shipwrecked friend
merrily dancing on the waves at the back of the surf,
leaping more than breast-high above the surface, and
looking in all directions, first for his paddle, and then
for his catamaran. Having recovered his oar, he next
swam, as he best could, through the broken surf, to
his raft, mounted it like a hero, and once more addressed
himself to his task.

By this time, as the current always runs fast along the
shore, he had drifted several hundred yards to the
northward farther from his point. At the second
attempt to penetrate the surf, he seemed to have made a
small miscalculation, for the sea broke so very nearly
over him, before he had time to quit his catamaran and
dive into still water, that we thought he must certainly
have been drowned. Not a whit, however, did he
appear to have suffered, for we soon saw him again
swimming to his rude vessel. Many times in succes-
sion was he thus washed off and sent whirling towards
the beach, and as often obliged to dive head foremost
through the waves. But at last, after very nearly an
hour of incessant struggling, and the loss of more than a
mile of distance, he succeeded, for the first time, in
reaching the back of the surf, without having parted
company either with his paddle or with his catamaran.
After this it became all plain sailing; he soon paddled
off to the Roads, and placed the AdiruraTs letter in the
first lieutenant's hands as dry as if it had been borne in a